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said to be always frozen below .the surface to a
depth of over thirty feet, summer and winter.

Five o'clock in the afternoon is the busiest part
of the day in the frontier-city.    Then   it is that
the whole population turns out, the wealthier part
for its evening drive, the poorer to listen to the
military band which plays every day throughout the
summer in the public gardens.    Had it not been for
the motley crowd of Russians, Chinese, Mongolians,
Bouriattes, and other queer races in their bright,
gaudy costumes, one might have been in the gardens
of some garrison-town in France or Germany, so
civilized were all but the human surroundings.    It
was amusing to watch the female elite of Kiakhta,
the wives and daughters of wealthy tea-merchants,
dressed in the latest Paris fashions, flirting, talking
scandal, and ruining their neighbours' reputations,
just like their more civilized sisters ten thousand
miles away in London or Paris.   Equally interest-
ing was it to stroll about among the crowd of
Cossack officers, resplendent in white  and gold,
Mongol Tartars, in rags and silk, Siberian peasants
in Russian dress, Chinese soldiers from Miamachin,
Russian soldiers from Kiakhta, nursemaids with
children and perambulators, and men in frock-coats
and tall hats.   The gardens at Kiakhta were a sight
worth seeing.   It was hard to realize that the desert
of Gobi is but a stone's throw from this scene of
almost European civilization.

T7e took an affectionate farewell of Jee Boo two
days after our arrival. The carts were returning to
Kalgan, and as Chinamen have an innate horror of
crossing the desert with strange Mongols, he had
determined to go with them, though we offered him